

To the Gentlemen Readers* 

T lJe charge leffe purpofe of determinde Fate 
Gives period to our care , or hearts content. 
When heau'ns fixt time for this or that hath end: 
Nor can earths pomp , orpollicie preuent 
The doome ordained in their fecret will. 

Gentiles , we left King Iobil repleat with bhffe s 
That Arthur liiiide, whom he fuppofed flainey . 
rtAnd Hubert podfling to returne thofe Lords , 
Who deem'd him dead 3 and parted di/content : 
Arthur himfelfe begins oar later ex/#* 

Our A51 ef outrage) dejpaire, fury , death ; 
Wherein fond rafhnejfe murdrcth firfl a Prince * 
And Monlfljh falfenejf ? poyjneth lafl a King i 
Firfl Scene fhewes Ar thurs death in mfancte s 
cxfW lafl concludes lohnsfatall Tr age die. 



Xhe fecond part of the trouble 

fame Raigne of King Tohn. 

Containing 

The entrance of Lewis the French Kings feme: 
With the poy fining of King\ ohn bj 
a Monkf. 

Enter young Arthurs the walls. 

« *r Ow helpe good hap ro further mine intent, 

Crofle not my youth with any more extreames: 

I venture life to gaine my liberty, 

And if I die,worlds troubles haue an end. 

Fearegins diflwade the ftrength of my refolue, 

My hold will faile,ar>d thenalas 1 fall, 

| ( And if [ fallrno queftion death is ne,xt : ; 

!j* Better defift, and Hue inprifon ftill, 

Prifon faid 1 1 nay .rather death then (o: . 

Comfort and courage come againe to me, 

He venter fure : tis but a leape for life. 

I He leapesytnd brufing his bones ytfter he was from 

his tramc e , fi cakes that ; 

Hee.whoisnigh ? fomebody takemevp. 

Where is my. mother ? let mefpeake with her. 

Who hurts me thus ? fpeake hoe, where are. you gone? 

Ah me poore Arthur , I am here alone. 

Why call’d I mother, how did I forget ? 

My fall.my fall, hath kill’d my mothers fonne. 

How will flie weepe at tidings of my death ? 

My death indeed, O God, my bones arc burth 

H Sv/ecte 
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